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Outside In 


Author's Notes: 
Early 1914, | guess. N've been stressed out, so | wanted to write something saccharine. SHRUG 


The wind blows Jon inside. Chris barely hears him call his name over the sound of the storm, but he pushes 
himself off the sofa in the living room with greater speed than he's devoted to any other task in the past 
week and rushes to the foyer. There, he finds Jon struggling to force his whole weight against the door to 
shut it. The wind does not let him go. Outside, the trees in the yard whip this way and that, the leaves whirl 
around to rival the downpour, and all is lit only by a single orange light on Chris' porch. In the second before 
Chris closes the door, he thinks to himself that the flurry of rain and leaves in that light are no different 


than sparks from a bonfire. This storm is every bit as violent as flame. 


Jon almost doubles over when the door is at last shut and the wind secured behind the barrier. He holds onto 
his knees. Chris picks a twig from his hair, a tangle of moisture-frizzed blackness at the roots and thin, 
dripping waves of night at the tips. His coat is soaked. His shoes are soaked. But his pants have received the 
worst of it. He looks up at Chris, and Chris finds that he is shivering. 


‘Lord, nobody was calling for it to get this bad. | would have come to you if I'd known," Chris says. He plucks 
another little object, some kind of desiccated brown bead that may have once been the shell of a berry, from 
Jon's hair. He guides him down the hall, not toward the living room, where he's had a fire going since just 


before sundown, but just past that, to the bathroom. 


Jon shakes his head. He is holding himself tightly, but he walks in an uneven path. Every other step sends his 
side slamming into Chris. He leaves a long stripe of the storm on Chris‘ clothing. "Oh, its nothing at all, it isn't. 
Nature keeps her secrets. It's a power she has over us, you know. Best to let her do as she does when she 
does it, that she may be kind to us ever more in the future!" 


Nodding, Chris reaches into the bathroom and flicks on the light switch. It is best to agree with the things Jon 
says, because somewhere down the road, years down the road, Chris will untangle the syntactical knots and 
the metaphorical snags and find some kind of truth in them. It has been this way for six years. Jon says 


something. Chris nods. Life goes on. Chris figures it out when it no longer matters to anyone but him. 
"Let's dry you off," he tells Jon 


The rain has seeped through Jon's coat to the lighter jumper he wears under it, and through that to his shirt. 
While Chris fetches a towel, Jon begins to strip, making as if he is about to take a bath. The moment Chris 
thinks this he looks toward the tub--because he has spoiled himself with the purchase of a home stocked 
with a selection of full baths--but ultimately decides against drawing a bath, because Jon does not need to get 
any wetter. He takes Jon by the wrists before he can unzip his pants and dries his hands with the towel. When 
he is done, he curls Jon's fingers around his hand, brings them to his lips, and kisses the three soft little 
spaces between his knuckles. Jon makes a quiet pleasant noise that would be a giggle if it were not one 
uninterrupted sound, like a dove settling down for a nap. Chris smiles. He wraps the towel about Jon's head and 
scrubs the wet from his hair. When he has fluffed it sufficiently, he takes the towel away, loops it over his 


arm, runs a hand through Jon's hair, takes a new, fresh, dry towel from the rack, and hands it to Jon. 


"ll let you do whatever you want," Chris says. "lll be in the living room whenever you're done." 


Before Chris slips out of the room, Jon reaches out and tugs at the end of Chris’ shirt. The force of this 
drags Jon off his feet and skittering toward Chris. He hugs him, pressing his forehead into Chris' shoulder. He 
stays there like this longer than any other person could possibly need to. When he finally breaks away, there is 
nothing special or different about it. Jon just does things on some cosmic time scale; which is, of course, a 
useless thing to say. By now, Chris has determined that Jon does not believe the cosmos runs on time, or that 
time exists at all. The universe simply is; that is what it does. The two of them smile to one another and Chris 
gives Jon's hair one final ruffle before he disappears into the hallway. Jon does not shut the door behind him. 


As soon as Chris sits back on the sofa he regrets leaving Jon there. He knows Jon is a grown man--older than 
he is, even, which still blows his mind every time he thinks about it, since Jon is at once this ever-present, 
ageless, nymph of a man caught between a universe in which time in fact does progress and the ravages of 
years grow apparent, and his own universe, where such matters are as good as outright fallacies--and can 


very well take care of himself. But it is not a matter of whether or not Jon can take care of himself. It is a 


matter of being that much closer to him. Not having these twenty or fifteen feet separating the two of them. 


Being able to touch him without even extending an arm. 


And yet it sort of is a matter of whether or not Jon can take care of himself. Sometimes Chris wants him to 
not be able to, just so he can do it for him. He enjoys it best when he can do things like that: shut the door 
for him, turn the light on for him, dry his hair or his tiny hands that just have to be frail, fragile little things, 
they just have to be, Chris insists. It's why he teases him before they make love, teases him after they make 
love, teases him while they are making love. He cuts him down, like an overgrown tulip. Its a horribly 
manipulative thing to do, but when Jon is busy pouting, he doesn't have the mind for fending for himself, and 
then Chris can do it for him. 


Sometimes he justifies it by looking at his own last name. He's a knight-in-training. Of course he's got his eyes 


set on chivalry. 


He feels something tickling his palm. He rubs his hand onto his knee and finds a long, dark, wavy hair there, 
amazingly heavy for one single strand. It is wet. He doesn't know what to do with it, so he just stares at it. He 
wants to feel all the other ones like it again, with both hands, taking in the scent of rain and greenery with 
them all, because together they always smell like all the good of the current weather and all it brings, 
whatever it may be. Windblown leaves and rain. Sunshine and ocean. Fog and pine. Speckles of silver afternoon 
clouds and the heart-shaped green leaves of heart-shaped red berries. When he remembers that these things 
are real and true he wants to vow to never toy with the free spirit he is forever trying to coddle. Let the 
tulip grow. Don't snip it just to put it in a vase to ogle and sniff. Don't. Just stop. 


But Jon walks into the living room with the towel draped around his whole body like a cape and Chris cannot 
help himself. "| asked for Jon Anderson to come spend the night with me, not Rick Wakeman," he chuckles. 


So, with a huff, Jon folds his arms, and the towel slides to the floor. He has left all of his clothing in the 
bathroom. All of it. 


"Come here," Chris says, and he lies down, resting his head on a throw pillow, one foot over the opposite arm 
of the sofa, the other a clumsy rudder somewhere on the floor. 


Jon gives him an indignant glare and slips into the sliver of space between Chris and the back of the sofa. His 
body is chilly, as expected. Chris rolls onto his side and wraps Jon in the tangle of his arms and legs. Jon came 


to him for this. Of course Chris will do it for him. 


